THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

knew that Ingolf and the rest of the Varangs would
not willingly fight against him, yet they might be hard
put to it to do anything else, unless he could secretly
get a message to them first. Even so, the two bands
together were far outnumbered by Bracislav and his
army. Still, that was all a long way ahead - probably.
And he did not bother to send any more messages or
presents to Theophano. There would be no need of
that! He did not even think of her much, now that it
was sure. He thought more about Anna Maria.

So the morning came, and Sveneld, considering the
evening, put on his best coat and breeches of red cloth
stitched with yellow and trimmed at the edges and
up the seams with white squirrel. It was a sunny, gay
day, and there was cat ice already at the edges of the
river. Yuri and some of the cleverer of the others had
been down in the market, and there were rumours
spreading about the Prince - that a messenger had
come - that there had been a disaster - that White
Walls must be prepared to defend itself against the
heathen - that Sveneld would take command - and so
on. But these stories had not reached the women at
the castle yet, and were not meant to, because they
would know the truth. Or would they - would some
of them-accept the lie? It didn't matter much
anyway.

Yuri was to lead one-half of the Varangs; they had
accepted him gladly for his wits and his merry tongue,
and his skill with sword and axe. Sveneld had the
other half. Some of them went to the walls and took
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